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"A thousand apologies, my dear Miss Mattie," cried
die Major gallantly. "I know very well you're under
thirty, a mere girl, and a very charming one, I assure
you. But Evelyn's a mere child, you see, isn't she?"

Miss Matfield said nothing, but thought that some
of the child's antics and talk might possibly astonish
him.

"But what I was about to say is this. I want you to
use your influence with my little girl to persuade her to
come with her old father and join her life with mine.
There's some ridiculous talk," he continued hurriedly
and more naturally, "of her joining her mother in some
wild-cat scheme for selling old furniture and broken
crockery and silly knick-knacks down in the country
somewhere. You know the sort of place. Ye oldy antique
shoppy! Faked warming-pans'! Rubbish! Even if she
won't come with me, I'd fifty times rather see the child
staying here and doing her typewriting than embarking
on such a gim-crack nonsensical scheme. Trying to sell
faked warming-pans to a lot of cads and old women!"

At this moment the door flew open and Evelyn joined
them, breathless. The little room was completely full
now, and Miss Matfield wanted to escape, to let them
talk it out together, but she could not manage it unless
she pushed Evelyn out of the way.

"I've been talking to Mother," Evelyn began.

The Major jumped up. "Don't tell me she's still try-
ing to persuade you to bury yourself among her fenders
and warming-pans and go smirking behind a counter.
It's the most preposterous idea I ever heard of. It won't
even pay. All good money thrown away."

"Oh, I don't know about that, Father," Evelyn pro-
tested. "Mother really does know a lot about antiques,